THE   VICAR   OF   MORWENSTOW	5
As may well be believed, the mischievous, high-
spirited boy played tricks on his brothers and sisters.
The clerk was accustomed to read in church, * I am an
alien unto my mother's children,' pronouncing 'alien'
as £a lion.' 'Ah!' said Mrs. Hawker, 'that means
Robert: he is verily a lion unto his mother's children.'
'1 do not know how it is,' said his brother one day:
'when I go out with Robert nutting, he gets all the
nuts; and when I go out rabbiting, he gets all the
rabbits; and when we go out fishing together, he
catches all the fish.'
'Come with me fishing to-morrow, Claud,' said
Robert, 'and see if you don't have luck.5
Next day he surreptitiously fastened a red herring
to his brother's hook, playing on his brother the trick
Cleopatra had played on Antony; and, when it was
drawn out of the water, ' There!' exclaimed Robert,
'you are twice as lucky as I am. My fish are all raw;
and yours is ready cleaned, smoked, and salted.'
The old vicarage at Stratton is now pulled down:
it stood at the east end of the chancel, and the garden
has been thrown into the burial-ground.
At Stratton he got one night into the stable of the
surgeon, hogged the mane, and painted the coat of his
horse like a 2ebra with white and black oil paint.
Then he sent a message to the doctor, as if from a
great house at a distance, requiring his immediate
attendance. The doctor was obliged to saddle and
gallop off the horse in the condition in which he found
it, thinking that there was not time for him to stay
till the coat was cleaned of paint.
His pranks at Plymouth led at last to his grand-
father refusing to have him any longer in his house.
Robert held in aversion the good pious ladies who
swarmed round the doctor. It was the time of sedan-
chairs ; and trains of old spinsters and dowagers were
wont to fill the street in their boxes between bearers,
on the occasion of missionary teas, Dorcas meetings,

